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INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY 


LORI MACIAS (31) lays in an empty bathtub. She’s BAWLING 
uncontrollably. WRITHING between the white, acrylic walls. 


She wears a bra and jeans, revealing a doughy stomach. Her t- 
shirt is slung between her forearms as if she couldn’t finish 
the job of taking it off. 


Lori’s phone CHIMES between anguished wails. 


She drapes her arm over the bathtub wall and grabs her phone 
off the floor. 


Reminder reads: 


“CHARLOTTE IN 10” 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 


Lori sits at the kitchen counter, laptop open in front of 
her. She stares at her digital reflection in the empty Zoom 
room. Her eyes are puffy, nose red. 


Suddenly CHARLOTTE (17) enters the virtual meeting room. 


LORI 
Hey Charlotte. How’s it going? 


CHARLOTTE 
Have you been crying? 


Lori takes it in stride - clearly used to Charlotte’s 
directness. 


LORI 
Allergies. Cedar’s out of control. 


Through Lori’s laptop, we hear Charlotte peck manically at 
her keyboard. 


CHARLOTTE 
It says cedar’s low in Austin right 
now. 

LORI 
Well -- 

CHARLOTTE 


Y'know it’s ok to be upset, Ms. 
Macias. 


LORI 
Seriously, Char -- 


CHARLOTTE 
I’m great with shit like this. My 
guidance counselor says I have a 
very high EQ. 


LORI 
Oh yeah? What does she say about 
your exponential reasoning? 
(beat) 
And don’t say “shit”. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - LATER 


Lori sits at the edge of her bed, thousand-yard-staring into 
nothingness. 


She looks down where a GLOCK 19 rests in her lap. 


She brings the gun to her temple and holds it there for a 
beat. Statue-still. Face calm, meditative, relieved. 


She pulls the gun from her temple and presses the barrel to 
her pursed lips. Then she opens her mouth just wide enough to 
slide the barrel inside -- 


Three loud KNOCKS at the front door break her trance. Through 
the door, a MUFFLED VOICE (female): 


ADRIANA (0.S.) 
Lori! Open up! 


In a flash, Lori hides the gun under her mattress. 


ADRIANA (0.S.) (CONT'D) 
(sing-songy) 
I know you’re hooooonme! 


Lori rocks herself off the bed and stumbles for the door. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - LATER 


Lori cracks the front door just wide enough for a giant, 
black POODLE to bound through - MAXEY. He takes a brisk lap 
around the perimeter of the kitchen before sitting at 
attention near the door. 


He’s followed by ADRIANA (44) with a TRAINING CLICKER in 
hand. 


ADRIANA 
Good boy. 


Click-click. Adriana pats Maxey on the head as she surveys 
the apartment. She doesn’t acknowledge Lori. 


LORI 
(performative) 
Adriana. So nice to see you. 


Not a social visit. Adriana and Maxey beeline for the... 


INT. LORI’S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 


Bathroom. Adriana lifts the toilet tank lid and peers inside. 
Then she checks the cabinet under the sink. Meanwhile, Maxey 


conducts his own search. 
Lori stands at the open bathroom door. 


LORI 
What do you want? 


ADRIANA 
Why don’t you answer your phone? 


LORI 
I’ve been busy. 


ADRIANA 
New students? 


Click-click. Search party moves to... 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS 
Lori’s bedroom. Lori follows them in, anxiety mounting. 


Adriana vaults down to all fours as she checks under the bed. 
Maxey follows suit - army crawling into the darkness. 


LORI 
A few, yeah. 


Adriana’s back on her feet in a flash. 


ADRIANA 
Well, that’s great. 


Adriana lifts the mattress from the opposite side of the 
hidden gun. Lori tenses. 


LORI 
Um, but I did wanna ask you... 


The mattress lifts higher... 


LORI (CONT'D) 
How’s Joanne doing? 


Adriana freezes, surprised by the question. She lowers the 
mattress. Lori tries to conceal her relief. 


ADRIANA 
She’d love to see you. Whole family 
would. 
Maxey crawls out from under the bed and sits at attention. 
ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
Everyone thinks you did a great job 
with Taylor’s obituary. 


Click-click. 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
“Poignant.” That’s the word they 


used. 

LORI 
Even though I missed their 
deadline? 

ADRIANA 
You’re the only one who still cares 
about that. 


Heavy silence hangs in the air. Adriana stares at Lori like 
she’s trying to coax something out of her. An unseen truth. 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
You good? 


LORI 
You wanna test me? 


Adriana looks to Maxey, who’s watching Lori intently. 


Adriana approaches Lori - without breaking eye contact - 
until she’s inches from her face. 


ADRIANA 
Don’t need to. 


She pulls Lori in and kisses her on the forehead. 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
But...I do need you at the meeting 
tomorrow. 


Adriana heads for the front door. Lori follows. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 


LORI 
I don’t think so... 


ADRIANA 
It’s good for you. You don’t like 
it because it’s hard work. 


LORI 
Not the work that bothers me. It’s 
the vibe. 

ADRIANA 


You millennials and your vibes. 8 
o'clock. Be there or be subject to 
another one of these. 


Adriana gesticulates around the room before opening the 
door... 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
With a test. 


...and shutting it behind her. 
Lori looks small in her suddenly cavernous apartment. 


Her eyes dart down to a black SPIDER crawling across her 
kitchen counter. 


In an instant, she SMASHES the spider with her bare hand. 


SUPER: GIANT DAGGER 


INT. LORI’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Lori lays stomach-down on her living room floor in front of 
her open LAPTOP, screen illuminating the scene. She’s on a 
local news website. 


ON SCREEN: An obituary. Pictured is a MAN, boyishly handsome 
under light scruff. Headline reads: 


“TAYLOR MCCLELLAN, 29, OF ROCKWALL, TX” 


“SON OF JOANNE AND MARK. ACCOMPLISHED MUSICIAN AND PEACE 
CORPS ALUMNUS.” 


Lori looks up from the screen, lost in thought. 


INT. TAYLOR’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


Taylor’s slumped in the corner of a sectional couch. Eyes 
open, mouth agape. Devoid of life. An empty SYRINGE stuck in 
his left arm. 


Lori stands frozen in the doorway, shocked and horrified. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 


Lori looks back to the screen before SLAMMING her laptop 
shut. 


INT. CHURCH ACTIVITY ROOM - NIGHT 
A SIGN on the activity room door reads: 
“TOMORROW'S BEGINNING - NARCOTICS ANONYMOUS OF CENTRAL TEXAS” 


Inside, a circle of folding chairs occupied by eight GROUP 
MEMBERS that vary in age, race, and interest level. 


Lori is among them. She leans back in her folding chair, 
visibly uncomfortable. 


Next to her is Adriana, leaning forward and holding the 
TRAINING CLICKER close to her lips (although Maxey’s nowhere 
to be seen). She’s hanging on every word of a RECOVERING 
ADDICT’s (Male, 50s) story: 


RECOVERING ADDICT 
...and they saw the whole thing, 
man. I mean I was supposed to be 
watching them. Came to in the ER. 
Didn’t feel like an overdose. More 
like a bar fight. Face was all 
swole. 


Recovering Addict begins to SOB. 


RECOVERING ADDICT (CONT'D) 
I mean, I fell off the fuckin’ 
jungle gym for chrissakes. I don’t 
know if I’ll ever see my 
grandbabies again... 


Adriana’s moved to tears. 


Lori squirms. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY 

Heavy metal BLASTS inside Lori’s bathroom, almost drowning 
out the RUNNING SHOWER. Her phone sits on the bathroom 
counter. Suddenly it CHIMES, screen illuminating. 


Reminder reads: 


“CHARLOTTE IN 10” 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 


Lori, hair still damp, fidgets in front of her laptop. She’s 
antsy and annoyed - Charlotte must be late. 


Lori SIGHS. She’s about to shut her laptop when -- 


Charlotte enters the Zoom room with her camera turned off. 
Her shuddered breathing cuts in and out - bad connection. 


LORI 
Charlotte? 


No response. Just more nervous breathing. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Are you ok? 


It sounds like Charlotte’s sobbing. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Turn your camera on. 


CHARLOTTE 
I don’t...I don’t... 


Lori’s concern mounts. 


LORI 
Charlotte, turn your camera on. 


Beat. Then Charlotte complies: 
Her tear-stained face is stricken with sheer horror. She’s on 
her phone. The view is pixelated, but it looks like she’s in 


a dark, unfinished basement. 


Lori lets out a quiet gasp. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
What’s wrong? Where are you? 


Charlotte’s eyes dart around the room as if surrounding 
forces are closing in. 


CHARLOTTE 
I’m so -- I’m -- 


Charlotte stutters through sobs. 


CHARLOTTE (CONT'D) 
There’s so much left to do. 


LORI 
Charlotte, where are you? 


Suddenly, Charlotte’s eyes track someone approaching her. For 
the first time, she looks directly into her phone. 


CHARLOTTE (V.O.) 
I love you, Mom. 


Charlotte exits the virtual room. Lori’s left in stunned 
Silence. She looks around her apartment like she’s expecting 
it to provide some clarity. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 


Lori pulls out a student directory from WEST DALLAS ACADEMY 
and flips through the pages until she finds: 


“GRECO, CHARLOTTE (THIRD-YEAR) ” 

“GRECO, MARJORIE (MOTHER)” 

“817-555-9091” 

Lori dials the number. The line TRILLS...but no answer. 
A thick Texas accent, reeking of old money: 


MARJORIE (V.O.) 
You’ve reached Marjorie Greco of 
Greco Home Design and Greco 
Pilates. Please leave a detailed 
message and I'll get back to you as 
soon as I can. Thanks! 


LORI 
Hi, Ms. Greco. This is Lori Macias, 
Charlotte’s SAT tutor. Um...this is 
weird. 

(MORE ) 


LORI (CONT'D) 
But I’m just calling to make sure 
that Charlotte’s ok. She left our 
session early today and 
seemed...really upset. Please give 
me a call back when you can. 
Thanks. And sorry to bother you. 


Lori hangs up and looks down at her digital reflection in the 
Zoom room. 


